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One 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by the song 2 AM. which | love, but it breaks my heart. Part of the darkest time in Steve\'s life, and 


it comes through in the music and the words. 


Empty. 


Nothing more than a word, one that could mean an ending, or a beginning. Waiting to be filled, or having been 


drained. A time of rebirth, or of death. 
He was empty. 


It made no sense, not when you looked round. He had it all, money, fame, the big house, the adoration of the 


fans... 


Well, maybe not so much the last part anymore. Fame was fickle, and he was finding that even those who had 


never questioned him before were looking at him with different eyes now. 


Had he gone too far? 


Had he done something that would take the last twenty years and make them meaningless, even more 
meaningless than they already were? 


What the worst part of it all was that he couldn't completely blame any of them. He wanted to, he wished he 
could, but he knew that the fault was shared by many and he was one of those. In a way, he was the main 
reason that so much in his life had changed, and while he felt as if he was drowning in misery he couldn't help 
but think of those who had been drifting through the same emotions, brought on by his actions and his pride, 
and his stubborn refusal to give that last part of himself over to them. 


He shivered, not from the cold that had left the edges of the widows draped in frost but from the chill inside 
himself, a chill that seemed to be unable to pass. He crossed his arms over his chest, rubbing his hands up 
and down his arms to ward off the edge of it but it did no good, not when it came from the very core of him. 
He might never be truly warm again he thought, and if he wasn't then he had nothing else to blame it on but 
himself. 


Standing in the middle of the room, furniture that had been carefully chosen to reflect them both and their 
dreams now mocked him, offering false comfort but he knew if he took the time to sit he wouldn't be able to 
stay. Now it brought pain, memories of being at the bottom of a pile of laughter and love that had walked out 
and gone away, leaving him with nothing but the sting of tears. 


He forced himself to move, not because he had a particular destination in mind but because he had to, for if 
he stayed the sting would become a burning and he would lose control. His footsteps were loud in the silence, 
echoing in his mind, each one leading him on a path of his own making but not one he chose and he found 

himself at the bottom of the steps, eyes searching the darkness that waited for him, hoping to see a light, a 


life, something that would give meaning to everything. 


Reluctantly he allowed the darkness to pull him upward, taking each step with a measured tread, knowing that 
what waited for him was no more than what he left behind. He was nearly halfway when he had to reach out 
and grip the railing, feeling his feet dragging, trying to stop him from continuing on this path of torture. He 
pulled himself along, knowing that eventually he would have to face this, to see, and when he got to the top he 
stopped, breathing hard, as exhausted from the idea of what he faced as much as the nights that had passed 
without sleep. 


The closed doors laughed softly, beckoning him to look behind them, whispering promises of what should be. He 
was almost drawn in, lured with the memories of how it had been but he managed to keep himself still, closing 
his eyes and letting the silence remind him of what was missing. He thought he had won but somehow his eyes 
opened and his feet began to move, pulling him down the hall, the pictures that lined the walls laughing at his 
weakness. 


His hand was shaking when he reached for the knob, seeing it turn slowly under his fingers and he opened the 


door, the pain lancing through his chest as he looked round the shadowed room. 


He knew it wasn't real but he could hear them, see them, even the familiar smells of baby shampoo and gentle 
soap filling him with a bone deep ache. Although long past the age for it, the images of the toys that had for 
so long lined the edges of the tub burned into his eyes, yet he knew that it wasn't really the objects that 
stung but the tears and he sagged against the door frame, wishing that he had more than his mind to give 


him back what no longer was. 

He felt his stomach churn and he swallowed to try to keep the sickness down 

The sound he heard was his own moan as he forced himself to turn away, yanking the door shut so hard that 
the slam echoed through the house. Breathing heavily he leaned his head against the wall, fighting to keep the 
tears once more at bay but he knew he wouldn't succeed and finally he gave in to their will 

What he had accomplished in his life is what gave him all of this, and also what took it away. 

He could blame no one but himself for this part of it, not for any of it, because if he had walked another path 
it wouldn't be what it was now, yet he knew that if he had done anything differently at all he would never 
have had the incredible joy he had lived. 

Did it balance things? Did it make the pain any less? 

Honesty was one of his strongest character traits (flaws?) and he had to admit that it didn't. He wanted to lie 
to himself but he couldn't and now, standing in the empty hall in the empty house with no one but himself for 
company and not very good company at that, he was far too aware of just how much he had taken for 
granted every day. 

He wanted nothing more than to take it all back and do a better job of it but that was something he simply 
could not do. He wondered if they were as miserable and lost as he was and that made the pain even deeper 
and more bitter for he could not hope for that, he could not wish any of these feelings on them and it meant 


he was even more alone. 


He rubbed the tears from his cheeks, trying to breathe through the bands of iron that were wrapped round 
his chest. 


lron. 
lron Maiden. 
His first born, his first love. His mistress. 


A greedy one, demanding of his time, his attention, his soul. 


He had far too often chosen her over everything, and in this choosing he had paid with a sacrifice that he had 


never considered, and the cost had been heavier than any he had imagined. 
Now, she once more was all he had. 


He stumbled as he began the long walk back to his room. Impotent to quash the pain, he cursed and kicked the 
rug, sending it sliding in a bunched heap over the polished floor. Rage rose within him, rage at the one who had 
decided to take from him what he breathed for and he snatched a vase from the table and flung it, the 
shattering sound and the flying shards of glass doing nothing to lessen the fury and the agony that filled him. 


He screamed, not a name but a sound, and went insane, grabbing and throwing anything he could, leaving behind 
him a field of debris as broken as he. He cared nothing for the damage he did, he cared nothing for the money 


it would take to replace what he destroyed, he only cared that it somehow give him some measure of peace. 


Somehow, he was in his room, and he continued his rampage, his mouth wide as he gasped for air, the bands 
round his chest now so tight that he was sure they would crush him. His hands found a picture, the frame 
heavy silver, and he drew his arm back, planning on hurtling it at the wall but something in it caught his eye 
and he hesitated, letting himself focus on the faces that smiled at him. 


He was no longer crying, instead harsh sobs ripped through him and he sank to his knees, his fingers trembling 
as they gently touched the four faces that laughed up at him. He remember taking the picture out on the 
back lawn. He had developed it himself, in the darkroom in the cellar, and when he had seen it for the fist time 
he had been amazed to find that somehow he had captured their very life. 


There, in the ruins of his bedroom, in the vast and empty echo of what had once been a home, he felt their 


life again. 


He hugged the picture to his chest and rocked back and forth, still on his knees, letting their love give him 
strength. When he felt he was able to move he got slowly to his feet and staggered to his bed, gently placing 
the picture face up in front of him as he sat on the edge, one leg curled beneath him. He touched each face, 
feeling the crushing weight on his chest ease with each caress of his fingers. His breathing slowed and he sat 
back, leaning against the pillows and letting his eyes reflect the love he felt for them. 


How long he sat there he didn't know. He didn't realize when he reached for the pad and pen on the table 
beside the bed, nor did he remember picking up the acoustic bass and settling it in his lap. His fingers found 
their own way across the strings, and the music came from the pain and the love and loss. 

The words came from his loneliness. 


He glanced at the clock beside the bed 


Two AM. 


He didn't know how to find what he had lost, how to get back what had been ripped from his life, his soul. 
Once more his eyes were drawn to the picture. He took a deep breath, feeling the strength begin to take hold. 


Whatever he had to do, he would find it. For them, he would find it. 


